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Mr. Phcebus, by his genius and fame, commanded a large
income, and he spent it freely and fully. There was no-
thing of which he more disapproved than accumulation,
It was a practice which led to sordid habits and was fatal
to the beautiful On the whole, he thought It more odious
even than debt, more permanently degrading, Mr, Plioobus
liked pomp and graceful ceremony, and he was of opinion
that great artists should lead a princely life, so that in
their manners and method of existence they might furnish
models to mankind in general, and elevate the tone and
taste of nations.

Sometimes when he observed a friend not icing with ad-
miration, perhaps with astonishment, tho splendour or
finish of his equipments, he would say, c The world thinks
I had a large fortune with Madame Phoebus. I had nothing.
I understand that a fortune, and no inconsiderable one,
would have been given, had I chosen to ask for it. But I
did not choose to ask for it. I made Madame Phoebus my
wife because she was the finest specimen of tho Aryan race
that I was acquainted with, and I would have no considera-
tions mixed up with the high motive that influenced me.
My father-in-law Cantacuzene, whether from a feeling of
gratitude or remorse, is always making us magnificent
presents. I like to receive magnificent presents, but also
to make them; and I presented him with a picture which
is the gem of his gallery, and which, if he ever part with
it, will in another generation be contended for by kings and
peoples.

1 On her last birthday we breakfasted with my father-in-
law Cantacuzene, and Madame Phoebus found in her
napkin a cheque for five thousand pounds. I expended
it immediately in jewels for her personal use; for I
wished ray father-in-law to understand that there are otKtif
princely families in the world besides the Cantaonzcnou.*

A friend once ventured enquiringly to suggest why thai1